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GEORGE WASHINGTON PLUNKITT, “HONEST GRAFTER.” 


JUDGE takes pleasure in introducing to the nation at large George 

Washington Plunkitt, Tammany leader, littérateur, man of affairs, 
and, by his own confession, *‘ honest grafter.’”’ Graft is a word which is 
slipping away irresistibly from its pure, bucolic origin into the rogue’s gal- 
lery of speech. It ought to be pleasant news that in its big aspects, as 
exemplified by its biggest votaries, it is honest and square and right. Mr. 
Plunkitt is out with a book in which all this is made 
plain. He says he has grown rich by graft, and is 
growing richer, but never dishonestly. ‘*I seen my 
opportunities and I took ’em.”’ That’s his motto. 
That’s the formula of “‘honest graft.’’ For in- 
stance, Mr. Plunkitt is tipped off by Tammany that 
a certain park is to be laid out. He buys all the ad- 
jacent lots he can get. The park arrives and Mr. 
Plunkitt’s lots soar. Or a bridge is to be built. 
Mr. Plunkitt enjoys the rare privilege of getting 
next to this information long in advance, buys the 
approaches and rights of way and everything he can 
get hold of, and profits immensely when the city 
gets ready to buy up his bargains. Mr. Plunkitt slips away into the moun- 
tains and buys a water-shed, or at least a few shingles of it, and lo! it 
turns out later that a reservoir will be placed there, and the city has to get 
the property from Mr. Plunkitt at his own price. This is not blackmailing 
saloons, explains Mr. Plunkitt, nor plucking gamblers and levying on vice 
—that’s graft. His performance is “ honest” graft. Coming from a man 
of such experience and antecedents, this is a cheering word to an age weary 
of meanness. Who couid better bring us this solace? George Washing- 
ton! How solid, satisfying! Plunkitt! There is firmness and strength. 
Put algebraically, we have G. Washington + Plunks = It. Here, then, 
is an honest, straightforward grafter. There is no deceit, no shillyshally. 
A bureau of advance information and a fat metropolis with a nice, friendly 
party in control is all he asks. 

The world for him ’s a cheese in hunks, the number being two. 
The big he reaches forth and takes, the other ’s left for you. 


He sits beside his trellised vine and scorns the wish to roam 
The while, as music in his ears, the golden plunks plunk home. 


GOTHAM POLICE AND MURDER MYSTERIES. 


EW YORK CITY is gaining an unenviable notoriety as the head- 
centre and natural home of the murder mystery. The unsolved rid- 
dies of crime, the violences unavenged and murderers escaped, are increas- 
ing at an alarming rate. The helplessness of the police and detective 
system in the face of these orgies of crime is appalling. Men and women 
are done to death in hotels and on the streets, in the heart of the city, and 
in the highways and lanes of the suburbs, and the astuteness of the “‘ po- 
lice theories”’ and clews are only equaled by their utter barrenness of 
results. And this is strange, for upon occasion 
the New York police exhibit an almost ideal 
celerity and cleverness. A little while ago a pro- 
fessor’s son returned late in the evening from the 
country and went to his father’s closed home to 
get a change of clothing. He ascended to an 
upper room, got “‘ three shirts and a volume of 
Bacon,”’ and left the house by the front door, as 
he had entered, not hurriedly, not furtively, but 
in the ordinary gait of a young fellow feeling 
very much at home. But, such is the alertness 
of the police, that young man was met as he 
came out by a captain, two detectives, and eight 
patrolmen! Five minutes more and there would 
probably have been a platoon of regulars and all the reserves and “ fly 
boys”’ in the city! To see an earnest, muscular cop yanking a “‘ newsie”’ 
to the station-house and his just deserts is to get an idea of the terrific in- 
tensity of the “‘ foorce’’ when aimed at the wrong-doer. 





RECIPROCITY. Great time to do something about it, Mr. President. 
> > > 
KING EDWARD has just picked up a littie purse of $880,000 by the 
operation of escheat. Congratulations, Eddie. So nice, too, just 
when a fellow ’s worried about the winter’s coal. 
> 7 . 
AMERICA is getting pretty big, but consuls should not on that account 
get too uppish toward the little governments to which they are ac- 
credited. There’s Albers, for instance, and Nicaragua. 
. > . 
BRINGS the past near to read that Otto Goldschmidt, husband of Jenny 
Lind, has just celebrated his seventy-sixth birthday, and that Signor 
Garcia, who taught Jenny how to sing, is still alive, though past the cen- 
tury mark. 


KEEPING AN EYE ON THE PRESIDENT. 


HEN the zealous Sisterhood of Temperance fixed its piercing eye on 

~ President Roosevelt and asked in that cool, determinate way women 
have with them on grand climacteric occasions, “‘ What DID YOU DO 
WITH THAT BEER?’’ it is not to be wondered at that the whole nation 
sat up and took notice. We shall not stop here to discuss what might, 
could, would or should have happened if the president had replied, with 
cool, succinct bravado, ‘‘I drank it.’’ Neither have 
we time or space to adequately treat the possibilities 
of an attempt at evasion on the part of Mr. Roose- 
velt. Just suppose he had looked the other way 
and tried to whistle a sprightly tune, as other men 
have done when a woman’s questions became too 
pointed or personal. Or he might have assumed an 
innocent, surprised look, as men so often do in their 
blundering, ostrich fashion, and replied, ‘“‘ What 
beer?” It is with the happy feeling of a painful 
suspense suddenly dissolved and transformed into 
relief and joy and exultation that we turn to the 
reply the president actually did make, as reported in 
the papers, viz., “‘I sent it back.”” The nation breathed again. The crisis 
was past. ‘“‘It never touched him,” the contented, universal sigh. The 
incident is not without significance as showing how jealously the public’s 
eye is kept upon the occupant of the White House. There is just the hint 
of a suspicion in the corners of that eye, just a little disposition to believe 
that a president at any moment may do something scandalous—in short, 
to be plain about it, isn’t there too much of a disposition to intermeddle in 
the private affairs of the first citizen of the republic, to eavesdrop and spy 
on the president of the United States? 





JOHN WEAVER, the well-known Sunday-school teacher of Philadel- 
phia, is continuing to be quite popular in the old burg. 
. > . 
GLAD to see the campaign against the “lazy worm”’ is making head- 
way in Porto Rico, even if it is costing $15,000 per year. 
7 . > 
BABYLESS New York apartment-house of fashion suddenly takes new 
tack and welcomes a fine little twelve-pounder. Father is the janitor. 
. . = 
ITTSBURG makes record as a race-suicide town. Pittsburg’s failure 
to see its duty in a better light is perhaps explainable if not excusable. 
. a . 
That WAS a very neat way of getting back on the ministers, that story 
Mr. Rockefeller told about a “‘ rum-wreck ”’ who took his first glass 


from the hand of a clergyman. a 


just comes to light that poor Charles Sterling, hanged in Youngstown, 

Ohio, in 1877, was innocent. A man defrauded of a life! Chalk down 
another murder against us all—the people, society, the state. Our apa- 
thetic plea that ‘‘ mistakes will happen ’’ is poor expiation of such a crime. 
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ADMIRATION. 


‘* Say, Red, I'd go up an’ empty her ashes ev'ry mornin’, an’ do it fer nuttin’."’ 


"POSSUM TIME, 


E fros’ is on de ’simmon 
An’ de leaves is comin’ down ; 
De mis’ is in de hollows 
An’ de grass is turnin’ brown. 


De air is full ob tickles 

An’ de nights is col’ an’ clear, 
An’ all de signs an’ omuns 

Show dat ’possum time is near, 


*Cuz de fros’ mus’ tech de ’possum 
’Fo’ de ’possum ’s fit ter eat ; 

But when de muscadines is ripe 
De ’possum sho’ is meat. 


Firs’ yo’ take ol’ Boze an’ ketch ’im, 
Den yo’ takes an’ scal’s him white ; 
Den yo’ puts ’im in de oven, 
But yo’ sho’ mus’ cook ’im right. 


Yo’ fills de pan wid yelluh yams 
An’ lets dem soak up grease, 

An’ when yo’ tase’s dat possum 
Yo’r min’ is sho’ at peace. 





De fros’ is on de ’simmons, 
De leaves has lef’ de trees. 

Dis nigger sho’ is wuffless, 
*Cuz 'possum ’s all he sees. 
BEN BLOW. 


Dey is meat fo’ de nigger, 
Dey is bones fo’ de houn’ ; 

Dey is gravy fo’ de baby— 
Plenty ter go roun’. 


TOO FAR. 
Altoa—** Some people carry a joke too far.”’ 
Balton— Yes. Old Puntoon carried one of his to twelve differ- 
ent newspapers and couldn't sell it then.”’ 


TO THE POINT. 
+6 Hew could you tell it was classical music ?”’ 
‘* Because I didn’t like it.” 








IN KANSAS. 
New Englander (visiting in Kansas)—‘‘ Why don’t you raise 
punkins out here ?” 
The 
vines grew so fast that the punkins got all skinned up draggin’ over 
the ground.” 


Kansan—‘' We tried it, but the soil is too rich for ’em. 


A DUDE’S WEIGHT. 
‘ A eng weigh me, pwease,” said the dude 
To the man who weighed for mon. 
‘* Aw—what do Ah weigh, mah good fellah ?” 
Said the man, ‘Just one simple-ton.”’ 


A MODERN BIOGRAPHY. 
ORN—not so very long ago. 
Lives—in palace, yacht, city, country. 
At 15 was earning $ 3 per 


“ 16 5 “ 
a al e 10 “ 
“go « 20.“ 
“ef “ > eas 
fe. Sethe a all 
“30 « “ 500 « 


At this point in our hero’s career a great change occurred, 
Hitherto he had gone after the mon. Now he ceased to go after it, 
and an enthusiastic public began to bring it to him in wagons, ash- 
carts, freight-cars, and other vehicles. Henceforth the record stands 


like this : 
At 35 income $ 50,000 a year 
“9 100,000 ‘* * 
a er 
« 38 +“. §00,000%. * 


But why should such familiar matter be retailed to the public? 
It all comes out in the investigation. 
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IT WASN’T 
SOUP. 
NUMBER 
of com- 

plaints having 
been sent to an 
energetic pub- 
lic official re- 
specting the 
poor quality of 
food offered to 
the inmates of 
a certain insti- 
tution, he final- 
ly lost patience 
and determined 
to see for him- 
self, and at 
once, whether 
the matter were 
really as press- 
ing as_ repre- 
sented. 





Approach- 

JUDGE'S FAVORITES. ing the institu- 

BESSIE D. VOIE IN ‘‘ THE ROGERS BROTHERS IN ti : . 
IRELAND.” ae 

The sparkle of these autumn days tion at about 

Is resting on the hills; the noon hour, 

Old summer, worn out, goes her ways he met at the 


And leaves us with our bills. : 
door of the 


That's why we rush to see your show— kitchen two 
Your charms make us forget. | 

With you we hie to Ireland, ——— = 
Indorsing said bills, ‘‘ Nit!"’ bearing a cov- 


ered and steam- 

ing caldron into the courtyard. ‘* Place that here !"’ the official 
ordered brusquely. ‘Get me a spoon !’’ was the next order. 

The man who brought the spoon was about to speak, but 
was harshly silenced before he could utter a word. 

‘* Raise the lid !” 

The two men were intimidated by the curtness of the func- 
tionary as the latter dipped the spoon and took a mouthful. 

‘*Bah!" he shouted, relieving his mouth of the liquid. 
** Do you tell me that you cal]l that soup? It tastes to me like 
dirty water.” 
“So it is, sir,” responded one of the men respectfully. 


«* We have just scrubbed the scullery floor !” 


A FOINE COUNTHRY ’TIS, SURE, 
NEWLY-ARRIVED Irish gentleman, walking along lower 
Broadway, New York, was almost upset by a huge black 
dog which dashed out 





from a side street. The 
enraged man_instinct- 
ively stooped down and 


\ | grabbed a cobble to fling 
\ at the cur, but found 
them all tight in the 

ground. 

‘‘A foine counthry 


‘tis, sure,” he ex- 









claimed angrily, 
‘where th’ dogs 
is let loose an’ th’ 
shtones toid farst !” 





HIS PREFERENCE, 
eS AY, Dick, don’t go 
out. The orches- 
tra has a fine sélection 
for this intermission.” 
‘*Thanks; but I 
think I will take the play 
straight.” 





‘ OW are his mor- 
H als ?”’ 
EXPLAINING A MISS. ** Why, they'd gain 


Wuie—** Sure, | hit de bird. Dis : 
is an ‘elephant gun’ an’ blows such him entrance to the best 


small game al! ter powder."’ society.” 
















































































THE REALISTIC PAINTER AND THE STILL-LIFE TROUT. 


A VERSATILE EXCUSE. 
N MY way to church one morning I passed two little newsboys who 
stood beside a third, watching him work devastation on a big, red- 
cheeked apple. At last one could no longer control the excess of craving 
that came over him as he covetously observed the demonstrations of gastro- 
nomic pleasure with which the eater greedily embellished his repast. 

‘« Plaze give me wan boite—jist wan !"’ he begged. 

‘« Naw,” was the answer, interspersed with noisy ‘‘ chawnks * and mad- 
dening, long-drawn intakes of luscious juice; ‘‘naw. Me maw said | 
dassn't.” 

Quick as a wink the suppliant saw through the wily subterfuge and 


retorted, 
‘« Thin me maw ‘ll say O/ dassn’t th’ nixt toime Of hov wan.” 


FOOD FOR A CAT, 
—- Farmer Jones, ‘‘ My cat will starve ; 
There are no mice to keep it.” 
‘* Your barn is full of hay,” said I, 
** And sure the cat(tle) eat it.” 
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THE SPENDTHRIFT. 
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HOW THE GROCER GOT RID OF JOEL PINCH, THE CHRONIC CHEESE-NIBBLER. 
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Joe.t—‘‘ Smells fust rate "’ 




















Grocer—'‘* Here he comes, con- 
sarn him!"’ 


QUEEN ISABELLA’S REVENGE ; 
OR, THE TRUE AND AUTHENTIC ACCOUNT OF HOW AMERICA CAME 
TO BE DISCOVERED. 
HE queen wept copiously, but King Ferdinand remained obdu- 
rate. 

‘*We can’t afford it, Belle,” he reiterated. ‘‘You must make 
the old hat do another season. With a new aigrette or a bunch of 
flowers it will serve nicely. You were deft enough at such expedients 
when I married you.’’ Then, as the queen continued sobbing, he 
spoke more sternly. ‘‘Cut it out!’° he commanded. ‘* Were your 
tears veritably the pearls to which-Fliktned them in the days of our 
courtship, enough had been shed ere now to pay our every debt, with 
something left over for your millinery. But, alas! they are as worth- 
less as my i. 0. u.’s. But come; dry your eyes. The door-bell has 
been ringing this past five minutes. Run and admit our visitor.” 

A moment later, when the queen returned, followed | by Chris- 
topher Columbus, there needed no keen observer to note signs of the 
storm that raged with unabated furyin hér heart. But Kit paid small 
heed to them. Far weightier matters than a domestic quarrel claimed 
his immediate attention. This was the night when Ferdinand had 
promised to render his final decision on the scheme for the discovery 
of America, and Kit hoped for.a favorable reply. 

Meanwhile the queen retired to the kitchen, where she pretended 
to busy herself with the tea-dishes; but her ear was never far from 
the keyhole, and she heard every word of the king's curt refusal to 
participate in the expedition. Her heart was exceedingly bitter 
against her lord and master, but anon she smiled craftily as she be- 
thought her how she might be revenged. 

Perceiving that the king was about to depart for his club, she 

softly opened the door a crack and made 
a secret signal to Columbus to meet 
her in the kitchen-garden. 
There, when they were 
alone together, ** I 
don't believe 
in your 
project 











A LONG JOB 
Tue orrarre—‘‘ Say, doc, | have a fish-bone stuck in my throat 
which | want you to remove." 
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ar Joex (rubbing his neck) —“‘ | never 
it? Welt smell of ton" atti does see a grocer yit thet hed enny Chris- 
; . tian charity.”’ 


any more than the king does, Kit,” she said; ‘in fact, not so much, 
for he wanted to go in with you at first, but I dissuaded him. But 
Ferdy has been very nasty to me to-night. He refused to buy mea 
new hat, and, when I cried, taunted me with the time when he used 
to call my tears his pearls. Well, pearls it shall be! Here, take my 
wedding-jeweils and fit out your expedition in search of heaven knows 
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GENEALOGY. 
Mr. Buzzwinc—‘‘ Young Firefly traces his ancestors back to the days 


of Noah." 
Mr. Humprum—‘‘ Ah, | see—a bunch of arc-lights."’ 


what! Only sail in the king’s name. Take good care it is noised 
abroad that he is your backer. So, when your mad scheme fails—as 
fail it assuredly will—men shall point the finger of scorn at my royal 
husband, and Ferdinand shall become a laughing-stock throughout 
all Christendom! Nay; hold thy peace and go quickly. On thee it 
is the queen’s command, but on him a woman’s vengeance !" 

Then, although his conscience smote him sorely, Christopher 


Columbus took the gems and departed in haste, for he needed the 


money. TOM WOODBURN. 


SIGNS OF AUTUMN. 
HE bees have forsaken the clover, 
The birds are more seldom in song ; 
So we now know that summer is over— 
It did not last long. 


Hotels all close up in short order, 

While winds through deserted rooms roam ° 
The boat carries off the last boarder— 

All chilled to the bone. 


No more ice-cream soda we go for ; 
Even fruit does not tempting appear ; 

So we know now that summer is over— 
And OYSTERS are here. G. B. 


THE FLAT AND THE TENEMENT DEFINED. 
Lady—*: What is the real difference between an apartment, a 


flat and a tenement-house ?” 
Janitor—* In an apartment the ladies don’t have no children ; in 


a flat they has one or two. More than two makes any house a tene- 


ment, mum.” 























A GOOD START. 


Mamma —‘‘Gracious, Har- 
old ! what are you doing with the 
dictionary ?” 





Hareld—*: You know, mam- 
ma, I’m going to be a doctor when 
I grow up, and I thought I'd be- 
gin by cutting out the appendix.” 








A PLEA FOR MERCY. 
Jupce—* You stand convicted of marrying ten widows. Have you any- 
thing to say before sentence is passed upon you ?”’ 
Prisoner—‘‘ Only dis, judge: I hope yer'll remember, in passin’ sen- 
tence, how much trouble | saved nine other fellers."’ 


CURIOUS, 
NEVER saw a barnacle a-growing on a barn, 
I never saw a star-fish with a star. 
I’ve never seen a window see—lI’ve seen a window blind ; 
But I never saw carbuncles on a car. 


A SUSPICION. 
bh WONDER if it ever occurred to Abou Ben Adhem (may his tribe 
' increase !) that perhaps the angel was reading the names in their 


alphabetical order. 
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UNCLE ’RASTUS’S OPINIONS. 


] SEE by ther papers thet the guv’ment 

has bin sendin’ aout a extra poor 
passle o’ garden-seeds an’ sich a-durin’ 
o’ ther year past, an’ thet’s a egrejious 
error. Ther guv’ment ain’t handin’ aout 
any too slick an article in ther line o’ 
jest laws, an’ to preserve a gineral fair 
average it ort ter brace up an’ give us 
a purty good line o’ punkin-seeds an’ 
sich. 

But I ruther guess we farmers are 
keepin’ our end up, by heck! We're re- 
taliatin’ all right. When ther guv’ment 
sends us a extra bad passle o’ beet-seeds, 
by heck! we respond an’ send back ter 
Washin’ton a mighty poor article o’ hay- 
seed congressmen, eh? Ho, ho! Oh! 
Gurgle-urgle-ur ! 





3 ' 4 
NO ABBREVIATIONS. 


Fro brothers, Julius and William, but commonly called Jule and 

Bill, were in the same class at school. The first morning of a 
certain teacher’s régime each pupil was called upon to give his name. 
The elder of the two brothers happened to be the first one. 

‘« Your name, please ?”’ asked the teacher in sharp, business-like 
tones. ' 

‘¢ Jule Clark.” 

She paused, her pencil raised above the tablet upon which she 
was prepared to record her pupils. 

‘«No abbreviations, please—the whole name.” 

** Julius Clark.” 

‘Thank you; that will do. And you?” she queried of bashful 
little William, who was literally quaking with fear of those staccato- 
like sentences and clear-cut tones. 

‘« B-Billius Clark,’’ he stammered. 


HIS MODESTY. 


66 PLAZE, sor, phat’s th’ fare frum Dublin to Glasgow ?” inquired 
Pat of the clerk at a shipping-office. 
. «Eighteen shillings,” replied the latter. 
_‘* An’ phat do ye charge fer a pig or a cow?” 
‘«Oh, eighteen pence for a pig and three shillings for a cow.” 
‘« Well,” directed Pat, ‘‘ book me as a pig.” 





ON THE CENTRAL PARK CINDER-PATH. 


Mrs. Wantono—"‘ What do you make out of that, Isaac ?"’ : ; y 
Mr. Wantono—“ That must be one of them ‘ere ‘skin games’ they speak of, ain’t it? 
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A VISIT TO THE HOME OF MR, JOHN D, ROCKEFELLER. 


EAR JUDGE—I take my typewriter 
in hand to let you know I have just 
called on Mr. John D. Rockefeller, 
and to give you some account of 
the same. You may have noticed 
that it has been quite a summer for 
the re-appraisement of misjudged 
notabilities by persons themselves 

notable. Mr. Charles M. Schwab, one of 

our brightest young gun-makers, called 
on the Czar; Mr. Nicholas Murray But- 
ler, head of one of our most promising col- 
leges, saw the Kaiser; and I, one of the bes! 

IXZ&ISFNdkn)(5%OUCH!!!rATSzszsip 

BOOM! in New York, saw the King ot Kero- 

sene. By the new rating thus obtained the 

Czar is much more of a man than we had been 

led to suppose ; the Kaiser despises war and 

loves peace by the month; and the laird of 
the wick-lamps is not the man Miss Tarbell 
has chased up atree withaclub. The per- 
son treed by that petticoated besom of wrath must be somebody 
else. By the way, have you noticed, JUDGE, that some of our best 
besoms nowadays come done up in calico and other female apparel ? 
Though not afflicted with the fear of big men, I confess to some 
momentary shivery sensations when I found myself approaching the 
master of Forest Hill and 26 Broadway. Just why I should have been 
thus affected at the prospect of meeting the Standard Oil magnate is a 
mystery to me. I didn’t have any money with me, and I had never 
said anything to offend Mr. Rockefeller. I suppose it was the feeling 
that I was about to see somebody so different from me. Violent con- 
trasts always have a bad effect on my nervous system. We had been 
painting Cleveland red until the financial strain was telling on us. 
Yet here was a man who could incarnadine the whole state of Ohio 
out of his vest-pocket change. To meet such a man would naturally 
be a severe shock to a small salary. Another reason for my trepida- 
tion may be in the fact that I had a distant fear that Mr. Rockefeller, 
in his new passion to do good with his money, might seize upon me 
and insist on endowing me, and I have always had a horror of being 
endowed and perpetuated as one of the great institutions of the re- 
public. The thought of being set alongside a Carnegie Free Library or 
the Chicago University and megaphonically pointed out and hoarsely 
* with fifty-six seats is very chill- 






jeered at from a ‘sight-seeing auto’ 
ing to me. 

But let us begin at the beginning. The Press Humorists were in 
Cleveland and I was their guest. A note was sent to Mr. Rockefeller 
asking permission to ride through the grounds of his 700-acre estate 
on the edge of the city. Meanwhile we were adyised by Clevelandites 
that such a favor was very rarely granted. On the contrary, Mr. 
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CAREFUL. 
Crerorman—‘ And will you join our Sunday-school, Tommy ?” 


Tommy—*'! don't know, Mamma says | must be careful with whom | associate.” 
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Rockefeller sent 
word at once that 
he would be glad 
to have us view 
his place, and 
would send a 
guide to act as 
escort. B-r-r-r-r! 
This is where we 
began to shiver. 
We were actually 
going to see the 
home of the rich- 
est man in the 
world. Mayor 
Tom Johnson 
came to the hotel 
with his go h.p. 
Red Devil to carry 
us out, and other 
friends donated 
enough more au- 
tos to accommo- 
date the party. 
The procession 











GETTING A LINE. 
Mauve—“ Your friend is awfully cruel to be chas- 
moved out Euclid ing that poor dog.” 


CLaupe—*‘ Let me explain, my dear. Carlo dis- 
-, _ tanced a park cop the other day, so Charlie is trying 
Rockefeller city out his new machine to see what chance he would 
home and the have if he got chased himself.”’ 


home of Mrs. 

Chadwick, who starred for a season as Cassie in a great financial 
melodrama. Then somebody shouted ‘‘ There it is!"’ B-r-r-r-r-r-r! 
It was the fence round Forest Hill! A little further along a subdued 
chorus of shouts went up. We must be getting there. B-r-r-r-r-r-r! 
This time it was the lodge and entrance to Forest Hill. Perhaps I 
have not made it perfectly plain that Forest Hill is not a cemetery. 
Sounds something like it, but it isn’t. This is the name Mr. Rocke- 
feller has given to his country home on the outskirts of Cleveland. 
The next minute found us winding along the drives through the sparse 
timber surrounding the millionaire’s home. The house does not ap- 
pear as yet, and speculation is rife whether we will be allowed to see 
either that or the only J. D. himself. Opinion inclines to the negative 
on both propositions. Meanwhile what wonderful roads! Marvelous, 
but in one particular only. They are so crooked, serpentine, wind- 
ing, uncertain, bewildering, weaving about under the trees, crossing 
and recrossing in a puzzling network, that the whole driveway is 
named ‘‘the maze.” Somebody had to make a joke on this, and sug- 
gested that Mr. Rockefeller had built these worming roads to illus- 
trate ‘‘ The System " and give some idea how he had managed to “ get 


avenue, past the 


there.” 
After a half-hour of this we came to a rather more pretentious 


point, where the road forked and a sign-board on the left said, 
‘©To The House.” B-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r! And the guide steered 
us into the other road. We promptly gave up the hope of 
seeing Mr. Rockefeller or his home, and opinion had sudden- 
ly flopped to zero on the question of the amiability of the 
Standard Oil head when we wheeled round into another 
more pretentious piece of road and saw another sign- 
board marked ‘* To The House.”’ We were going to see 
Yt-after all! Ber-r-r-r-r-r-r! The road wound round a 
slight plateau, mounted it, circled the further side, and 
curved round, leading past the door of the mansion. 
Not a soul was to be seen. The house is big, white, 
a wood-and-frame structure, entirely without mag- 
nificence. Not a town of 25,000 in the country but 
Vf, has a more imposing show-place. We thought 
Mr. Rockefeller might have stood on the porch 
and bowed to us, but he didn’t. Somebody sug- 
gested that if he had stood out on the kitchen- 
roof and fired bricks at us it would have shown 
a little more of a spirit of friendliness ; but to be 
teetotally ignored, just left completely out of the 
reckoning that way, was very galling to the 
proud and haughty spirit of the American Hu- 
morists. Into the woods again we went, and 
somebody began to sing softly, ‘‘ Back, back to 
the woods. You haven't got the goods,” etc. 
( Continued on next page. ) 
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A VISIT TO THE HOME OF MR. 
JOHN D. ROCKEFELLER. 
(Continued from preceding page.) 

Then the procession halted and an ex- 
cited buzz ran down the line, and we saw 
Mr. Rockefeller coming across the golf 
ground to meet us. The great hour had 
come. B-r-r-r-r-r-r. Dr. Biggar, his phy- 
sician, was with him. With bared head 
and a welcoming smile the owner of 
enough oil to flood Lake Erie trotted up 
to us, and we fell over each other to get 
out of the autos. Grouped round and 
sort of standing on one foot and then on 
the other, each waited his turn to be for- 
mally presented. Mr. Rockefeller shook 
hands all round, and was either glad to 
see us or put up such a fine piece of imi- 
tation work that we were wholly deceived. 
As soon as the formalities were over he 
asked us to step across to the other side 
of the clearing and see his bushes of 
snowdrops. After we had looked at the 
snowdrops he commanded us to pull out 
our knives and cut samples. I cut a little 
sprig in a diffident sort of way. I didn’t 
want to rob him. But he interfered and 
told us to wade in and take all the snow- 
lrops we wanted. He loved them, but 
no matter. Help ourselves. For the next 
ten minutes we chopped away at the 
snowdrops and he never turned a hair. 
it was a proud moment for us all. Here 
we were, a bunch of poor humorists, 
every one a guest of the big hotel down 
‘town where four big elevators are going 
up and down all the time, and our bills 
were likewise going up all the time but 
never coming down, and Mr. Rockefeller 
was talking to us and loading us down 
with—snowdrops ! It was grand. B-r-r-r. 

Mr. Rockefeller now took us out on his 
golf-ground and told us that on the day 
before two bushels of worms had been 
picked up round where we were standing. 
Here Dr. Biggar glided gracefully into 
the conversation and told us that though 
the worm story might seem incredible he 
would indorse it. The doctor added that 
we might believe anything Mr. Rockefel- 
ler said—provided he (Biggar) indorsed 
it. That made us laugh. It was witty. 
But we would have laughed, anyway. It 
was so easy to make that crowd laugh 
that it brought tears to my eyes. If only 
humorous lecturers could get Mr. Rocke- 
feller to go along with them! Our host 
soon proved himself no mean wag. To 
get even with the doctor he called our at- 
tention to the hand-bag the doctor carried. 

‘Ladies and gentlemen,” he said, ‘* you 
see the bag the doctor carries. That bag 
is a constant source of mystery to us. 
We have never seen its contents and we 
are always wondering what the doctor 
géts away with.” The laugh was on the 
doctor. He replied that Mr. Rockefeller 
had him searched at the gate every day, 
and he only carried the bag in the hope 
that some day vigilance would relax for a 
moment and it might come in handy! 
And we all laughed again. Mr. Rocke- 
feller next showed us an oak-tree which 
he said was either 420 or 490 years old, 
and Dr. Biggar chimed in with, “ You 
may believe that, ladies and gentlemen.” 
More laughter. And now we were got 
into a group to have a picture taken. 
(he camera went wrong on the first snap 
and the photographer said, “ I'll have to 
take another.” Gillilan, of Baltimore, 
piped up and said, “I'll take the same,” 
and Mr. Rockefeller chuckled joyfully. 
We all laughed some more. It was get- 
ting to be a real jolly party. : 

After the picture-taking Mr. Rockefel- 
ler asked to ride with us, and, borrowing 
Tom Johnson's overcoat, climbed into the 
leading auto and for the next hour acted 
as our escort about the place. The trees 
are his especial pride. He drew up every 
other hundred yards to point out a choice 
Specimen. Now it was a beautiful oak 
without a blemish and 200 years old, or 





more. Or a pepperidge or grape claimed 
his admiration and ours. At one point 
we were asked to alight and inspect a 
giant tulip or yellow poplar that measured 
seventeen feet in circumference. Mr. 
Rockefeller joined hands with several of 
the party and ringed the tree round to 
give us a better idea of its immense girth. 
Meanwhile he and the doctor had kept 
up a fire of sallies that were highly amus- 
ing and kept the party entertained huge- 
ly. The doctor's “ you may believe that” 
was at times so apt and droll that the 
other humorists’ noses were getting put 
out of joint at a very rapid rate. Some- 
body said afterward that Mr. Rockefeller 
and the doctor were the best humorists 
in the bunch and that their team work 
was high art itself. 

Our next stopping-point was the gate, 
and the good-byes were said. While our 
host went about shaking hands I had 
time to get together some impressions of 
the man, which I fear do not tally with 
the Tarbell portrait at all, so far as phys- 
ical appearance goes. The Rockefeller I 
had read about was a physical framework 
of cinder and slag, burned out by the pas- 
sion for money. His head was bald, his 
face rutted and blistered and worn, his 
skin leathery and loose, his whole form 
lean, shaggy, shorn of grace, despoiled 
by the dreadful, unintermittent, volcanic 
struggle for money mastery. The Rocke- 
feller I had read about was uncanny, a 
monumental ruin, a frightful example of a 
human being gone money-mad. It is not 
unfair to say the Tarbell portrait involves 
all this and more. What I saw now was 
a stocky figure, plumply filling a natty 
Norfolk suit; an elderly man with a 
springy gait: suave, urbane, with a voice 
that is low and fine-timbered and unusu- 
ally expressive. The wig may have 
worked a transformation in part. It is 
certainly becoming. It is iron - gray, 
whitening at the tips, but so conscious- 
ly worn that a gcif-gloved hand was 
stealing up incessantly to see if it was 
on straight or bunching in the back. The 
face showed none of the havoc of money- 
madness. It is a “ business” face, a dis- 
tinguished face, a face reminiscent of 
“heady ” toils, but not otherwise different 
from any one of a thousand similar faces 
to be seen on the thoroughfares of any 
big city. Mr. Rockefeller is a big man ; 
not tall, but large of frame; big hands 
and big head, though his feet are rather 
small and very trim and shapely. His 





NOTICED IT. 
A YOUNG LADY FROM NEW JERSEY PUT 
HER WITS TO WORK. 


“Coffee gave me terrible spells of indi- 
gesticn which, coming on every week or 
so, made my life wretched until some 
one told me that the coffee I drank was 
to blame. That seemed nonsense, but I 
noticed these attacks used to come on 
shortly after eating and were accompa- 
nied by such excruciating pains in the 
pit of the stomach that I could only find 
relief by loosening my clothing and lying 
down. 

“ If circumstances made it impossible 
for me to lie down I spent hours in great 
misery. 

“| refused to really believe it was the 
coffee until finally | thought a trial would 
at least do no harm, so I quit coffee in 
Ig01 and began on Postum. My trou- 
bles left entirely and convinced me of the 
cause. 

“ Postum brought no discomfort, nor 
did indigestion follow its use. I have 
had no return of the trouble since I began 
to drink Postum. It has built me up, re- 
stored my health and given me a new 
interest in life. It certainly is a joy to be 
weil again.” Name given by Postum Co., 
Battle Creek, Mich. 

Read the little book, “The Road to 
Wellville,” in each package. 





manner and bearing are at once the 
height of dignity and simplicity. Totally 
without ostentation, he has rather some- 
thing of the timidity and shyness of a man 
who has been much alone and feels just a 
little embarrassed in the presence of great 
men—like us humorists. If there is a 
movement on to hang Mr. Rockefeller 
or put him on the wheel and draw him 
away from his money, in deference to 
Miss Tarbell, I don’t want to appear here 
as a violent apologist to stop the exercises 
or spoil the fun in any way ; but I do say 
that Mr. Rockefeller treated us as hand- 
somely as any man could, and left with us 
a most agreeable impression of a very 
simple-hearted, kindly, gentle and pleas- 
ant old gentleman. For one, I was sorry 
to say good-bye. I got out my handker- 
chief and smothered my grief the best I 
could, but I hated to go. I had never in 
all my life been so near to a man with 
such a lot of money before, and I hated 
to—see—it—and—him—drifting — away 


—from—me! Boo-hoo! pgexin waRBECk. 


P.s.—Tom Johnson got his overcoat 
back, all right. Mr. Rockefeller didn't 


forget it—or anything. P. Ww. 


STRENUOUS PENANCE, 

A priest asked a young man, who had 
come to confess, how he earned his living. 

“I’m an acrobat, your riverence.” 

The priest was nonplussed. 

« |'ll show ye what I mane in a brace 
of shakes,” said the penitent, and in a 
moment was turning himself in the most 
approved acrobatic fashion. 

An old woman, who had followed him 
to confession, looked on horrified. «* When 
it comes to my turn, father,” she gasped, 
“for the love of hiven don’t put a pen- 


ance on me like that; it’d be the death | $ 


of me !"—7he Ram’s Horn. 





EASY. 

She—* How do you know that you 
want to marry me ?” 

He— Because I love you.” 

She—* How do you know you love 
me ?” 

He—* Because I want to marry you.” 
—Milwaukee Sentinel. 





THOUGHT IT WOULD HURT. 
Tommy's pop (explaining the mysteries 
of country life)—* Yes ; a hen will sit on 
an egg and hatch it.” 
Tommy—* Gracious! I should think 
it would hurt tosit on a hatchet.”— PAi/a- 
delphia Record. 


A GOOD LOOKER. 
Ann—“ Do you like his looks ?” 
Jane —** Yes; whenever he looks my 
way." —Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


TOO EASY. 
- «What makes the street-cars so crowd- 
ed to-night ?” 
“The passengers. Give me a harder 
one.” — Cleveland Plain Dealer. 





Do you get up tired and feel tired all day? 
Try a tablespoonful of Abbott’s Angostura Bit- 
ters in sweetened water before meals. At gro- 


cers or druggists. 


HE WAS ONE, 

“I’m surprised that Roosevelt hasn't 
outlined a real remedy for the trust evil,” 
said Tawklotz. 

‘Perhaps it’s rather a hard thing to 
do,” suggested Wise. 

‘““Nonsense! Any fool could frame 
one up. I'll frame one up for you.”— 
Philadelphia Press. 








Nature’s Tonic 
ror Weary Heads 
and Hands 


A Natural Product 


Any Dealer Anywhere 
C. H. EVANS & SONS, Est. 1786, HUDSON, N. Y. 











Union 


Chicago $33.00 
St. Louis $30.00 


EVERY DAY 
From September 15 to October 31, 1905 
via 


Southern Pacific 


Through Tourist Sleepers every day, 
Inquire of 


E. Le LOMAX, Cc. P. & Te A. 
OMAHA, NEB. 






Pacific 










| Portland, Oregon—In Four Days from New York or Boston—By New York Central 








‘No one Who smokes 


URBRUG'S 


ARCADIA 
MIXTURE 


could ever attempt to describe 
its delights.”” 
Why? 
The Tobaccos are all aged; thoroughly | 
seasoned, 





Surbrug’s “ Arcadia” is in a class by itself 
—nothing so rich in flavor — so exhila- 


rating in qual . A mild stimulant. 
The Delight, he when it dawns 
on you will be lasting. 


CHEER UP. 

Cheer up! The roads are muddy and 
the rain is wet, the skies are dark and, 
oh, so sad! but somewhere birds are 
singing yet, and somewhere hearts are, 
oh, so glad ! 

Cheer up! The picnic that we planned 
| to-day was postponed on account of rain, 

and all the sandwiches that May and 
Nellie made were made in vain. 

Cheer up! Get glad! Forget your 
woes ; what though your feet are wet and 
damp ; it’s raining just as hard on those 
who 're spending their time in a camp.— 
Detroit Free Press. 





| With men of affairs, Abbott’s Angostura Bit- 
| ters are the great tonic and aid to digestion. 
They are recommended by leading physicians. 
| All druggists. 


HIS QUERY. 
A bishop in full robes of office, with 
his gown reaching to his feet, was teach- 
| ing a Sunday-school class. At the close 
| he said he would be glad to answer any 
questions, 


A little hand went up, and he asked, 


“Well, my boy ?” 

“Can I ask ?” said the boy. 

“Certainly,” said the bishop; “ what 
is it?” 

“Well,” asked the boy, “is dem all 
you've got on, or do you wear pants 
under ‘em ?”—Ladies’ Home Fournal 


The name of Sohmer & Co. upon a piano is 
a guarantee of its excellence. 











AT YOUR DEALER'S. 


THE SURBRUG CO., New York city | 











He said he loved her, and when asked | 
for some proof, produced a policy of in- 
surance on his life in her favor. Verdict 
accordingly, as the policy was in the 


PENN MUTUAL LIFE, 
g21-3-5 Chestnut St., Philadelphia. 





The Worlds Best Experts 
Pronounce it TheBest.. 


Gold Medals 
Chicago NewOrleans 


1885 300 


Grand Prize’x2n¢ 
St.Louis Worlds Fair. 


GOOD INCOMES FOR ALL. 


25 to 30 per cent, commis- 
siom to get orders for our cele- 
brated Teas, Coffees, Spices, Ex- 
tracts and Baking Powder. Beauti- 
ful Presents and Coupons with every 

. Charges paid. For 


prompt attention a 


B. 0. f., care « THE GREAT AMERICAN TEA C0. 


P. O. Box 289, 31-33 Vesey Street, N. ¥. 








Press Bureas wil! 


send you 





| is money in literature. 


GOOD PAY FOR LITERARY WORK. 

I again give it as my opinion that there 
I wrote a rhymed 
advertisement for the grocery man and 
received therefor a whole ham and a 
barrel of flour.— Whitsett ( Ga.) Courier. 


MENNEN’S 


BORATED TALCUM 


TOILET 
POWDER 


After Shaving. 


Insist thatyour barber use Mennen’s 
Toilet Powder after he shaves you, 
Itis , and will prevent any 
ae —_ diseasesoften contracted. 
positive relief for Prickly Heat, 
| Chafing and Sanbern, and al! afflictions of the skin, Rameos} 
all odor of perspiration. Ye—the original. Sold 
everywhere, or mailed for 3% cents. Sample /ree. 


GERHARD MENNEN CO... Newark, N. J. 























Jasper’s Hints to 
Money-makers 











@ Do you ever make investments in Wall 
Street securities? Do you ever buy or 
sell stocks or bonds? If so, do not fail 
to read " Jasper's Hints to Money-makers"' 
every week in " Leslie's Weekly," in which 
questions regarding stocks and bonds are 
hints given as to the outlook in the @ock 
market from week to weck. This is the 


@ Bay a copy of “‘Leslie’s Weekly”’ 
“s for ten cents, 
f, or send in a 
mont trial to 
** Leslie’s Weekly”’ for $1.25, which 
qwill give you the right to free an- 
swers to any questions regard: 
stocks and bonds which you may 


Address Judge Company, 225 Fourth 
Avenue, New York. 











WILSON 
WHISKEY 


THAT’S ALL! 
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‘ A GENTLE HINT. 
Mr. Stopoaxe—‘‘ But—er—what is this megaphone for, Miss Snuggle ?"’ 
Miss SnucG_e (demurely)—*‘ | thought perhaps you might wish to talk to me."’ 





1881 Mudge IQO5 


Has been published once a week for twenty-four years, without 
change in its form, price, or frequency of issue. For nearly a 
quarter of a century JUDGE has been bringing innocent merri- 
ment to millions of American homes. During this period 
JUDGE has had the continuous support of a large number 
of high-class advertisers, with a new one coming in occasionall: 
to make things agreeable. But there is still a goodly number 
‘to whom our columns would be exceedingly valuable. If you 
‘have a worthy article to sell to men, there is no advertising 
‘medium in this country more likely to do you good than ours. 
Here is a partial list of the articles that ‘men constantly buy : 
‘Anglers’ Supplies, Ales, Automobiles, Books, Brushes, Binocu 
lars, Beer, Bitters, Cigars, Cameras, Champagne, Candy, Cock 
tails, Coffee, Cigarettes, Diamonds, Firearms, Furniture, 
Groceries, Hats, Hair Tonics, Insurance, Jewelry, Liqueurs, 
|Mineral Waters, Pianos, Playing Cards, Revolvers, Razors, 
'Shaving Supplies, Shoes, Tobacco, Underwear, Whiskeys. 


The merits of all these goods, and many others, may be 
‘enlarged upon in the advertising columns of JUDGE to our 
/mutual benefit, and if you decide to make such an investment 
JUDGE will try in every honorable way to make it profitable. 





For advertising rates, specimen copies, and detailed infor- 
mation, address 


JUDGE COMPANY > 


225 FourtH AVENUE New York 
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) ur own room. Then there are two of Zim's 








| 
40 Sizes, 10c. to 50c. each. | 
\. SANTAELLA & CO... Makers, TAMPA, Fla. | 


Sold by First Class Dealers Everywhere. 





HIS REMEDY FOR THE EVIL. 
You knew old Wilkins was quite a 
eavy drinker, didn’t you ?” 
Yes.” 
He gives a queer excuse for being 
addicted to the habit.” 
« What is it ?” 
«Says he drinks so that he can forget 
he drinks."—Milwaukee Sentinel. 
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AS USUAL. 


FaRMER BuckBoaRD—‘‘ I see by the list o’ charitable subscriptions 
thet Senator Bluff has given another thousand.”’ 

His Wire—‘‘ Yep; an’ thet feller ‘Anonymous’ has forked over 
another dollar.’ 





campacne |JUST OUT 


Is second to no Champagne in 
the world, It is half the price of 
foreign makes, because there no 
duty or ship freight to pay on 
this American made Champagne. 
SERVED EVERYWHERE 
AMERICAN WINE CO., 8ST. LOUIS 





LET THE CHILDREN TELL THEIR OWN 
STORIES. 


Send ten cents for one of our ‘Story Pic- 
tures,” beautifully printed on heavy coated 
paper. Each one is a complete story by itself, 
but with no reading matter. The little ones 
will spend happy hours weaving their childish 
fancies into stories about the pictures. These 
pictures, pasted in an album, with their little 
stories written out, will make a most beautiful 
souvenir of a child’s early life. For fifty cents 
we will send seven cuts, not one of them of a 
character to be out of place in a child’s hands. 
Address Judge Company, 225 Fourth Avenue, 
New York. 
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Just Wait Till 1 Tell You! 


You cam get seven lovely pictures and a set of 
twelve Tally Cards, dainty as they can be, with 
k cords and tassels, ) 


ALL FoR SEVENTY CENTS 








[he pictures are just dear! You get three Stan- 
laws Posters, one big one on fine coated paper, ‘ 
|| x 14%, nice enough to frame, the other two § 
|! x 7, allin soft, pretty colors ; juét the thing for 


concatures, too fascinating for anything, and the 


olors are beautiful ; and two of Flagg’s girl heads, 
done im sepia on heavy paper, ready to frame for 


to order right away. Address Judge Company,  ¢ 
225 Fourth Avenue, New York. § 
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OCTOBER NUMBER 


JUDGES 
QUARTERLY 








ie Seglintte aniesig towne: $1 For Sale On All News-stands 


PRICE 25 CENTS 





ASK FOR 


and see that 


you get 


OLD 
CROW 
RYE 


Sold everywhere in 
bottles. Never sold 
in bulk, 


H.B. KIRK & CO., Sole Bottlers, N.Y. 


THE “SOHMER” HEADS THE 
LIST OF THE HIGHEST 
GRADE PIANOS 


SOHMER 
PIANOS 


Only saiesroon 
Sohmer Building,  Qniy salcsroom 
5th Ave., cor 22d St. York. 











DENTAL GLADNESS. 

The man whose dental outfit isn’t every- 
thing that a dental outfit ought to be is 
always glad when the green-corn season 
is all over.— Somerville Fournal, 





NOW READY... 


“THIS @ THAT” 


About Caricature 

By ZIM 

A book of sound advice for the 
comiceart student 
$1.50 by mail 

Address E. Zim, Horseheads, N. Y. 











A QUESTION OF PROPORTION. 


Colonel Peppercorn (who is touring in 
France with a hired chauffeur and car, 
which has broken down)—* Confound it 
all, you say it’s nothing! Then why 
don't you repair it ?” 

Alphonse Legros —“ Mais, mensieur, 
pas possible, he break below! I cannot 
arrive there! He is only quinre centi- 
metres from ze ground ; but me—voila— 
I have one metre round ze chest !— 
Punch. 





ALWAYS SOMETHING. 
Patience—“ Didn't they ac ‘ertise that 
you could sleep under blankets up en the 
| mountains where you went ?” 
| Patrice—“Yes; but the trouble was 
they didn’t have any blankets.” — Yonkers 
Statesman. 








AMERICANS TO BE PROUD OF, 


Send 75 cents for our collection of eight 
beautiful pictures (from I1 1-2x17 to 
19 1-4.X 24 1-4 in size) for patriotic Amer- 
icans. The series includes two repro- 
ductions in colors from paintings of Pres- 
ident Roosevelt and our martyred Presi- 
dent McKinley, with half-tones of Com- 
modore Schley, taken on the deck of his 
battle-ship ; Rear-admiral Sampson, typi- 
cal naval scenes, etc. The collection is 
unsurpassed in interest and value. No 
handsomer pictures could be had to 
frame for office, work-room or library. 
Don't miss the opportunity. Address 
Judge Company, 225 Fourth Avenue, 
New York. 
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Laugh and Keep Young 


WwW "s Facial by its ability to nourish and 
freshen while cleansing the minutely constructed cuticle 
permits one to make a good looking glass impression. 
Send 10 4s. for samples of all four preparations. 
The Andrew Jergens Co., Sole Licensee, Cin. O 








Send twenty-five cents for a three months 
trial subscription to the 


Magazine of Fun 


the only humorous monthly magazine in th: 
United Crates, containing sixty-five pages of th: 
best American humor. It is full of short, clever, 
A BACKSLIDER. octane stories by our best bemeriots, on ious 
Proressor DEePTHINKER — ‘‘ Commercialism phe y= og ME nape Dogg: by 

is the besetting sin of the age.’ home, and full of pictures. It is unique—a 
bright, witty, entertaining monthly visitor. It 











— tei Mr. Lee—*“‘ Indeed it is. Why, Cholly Lofter ee ee eee 
ue O! ) is neglecting golf to attend to business.”’ eo-day. xGarese Judge Capene, a oe. 
° Avenue, New York. 
The Beer of Quality 


Produces stren th, like any THE MAIN QUESTION. 


good ood. | 

















HIS HOPE. AN EXCEPTION. 

“ ie” ; } 
“When you sold me this watch,” said “The skies have a good deal to do} ,, mi ee. Se Se youn pee: 
the customer, “‘ you said it would work) with.a man’s moods.” all that: but I—I late aie otal on | z 
like a charm.” ‘I hadn't noticed it.” witheus her” , in: 
HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS “ Yes, sir,” replied the jeweler. | Doesn't a gloomy sky tend to make « Just a calenly ‘veslied his friend: 
PAPER WAREHOUSE! “Well, suppose you sell me the charm | you feel gloomy ?” 1 Reet. Gen -eneathen Tent’ that on spas 
N 08. 82, $4, and 86 Isleecker Street now. Perhaps that will work like a «“ Yes ; but a blue sky doesn’t make me live with Ye > That's it ‘old a 


Branch Warehouse, ® leekman Street, New York - ; : . a . ° 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER | watcn, - Philadelphia Press. feel blue. — Cleveland Plain Dealer. . . >” + 
can you live with her ?”— Exchange. 


DO YOU EVER THINK ABOUT OWNING YOUR OWN HOME ? 


F YOU are thinking about 
Building a House an in- 
vestment of $1.00 now will 


a “a — save you hundreds of dollars 
ee” eS in building a house, by get- 

tt eel ting the latest and most prac- 
F iB en tical ideas of the noted and 

A aid * capable architect, Mr. George 
' Palliser. We therefore de- 
sire to call your special at- 
tention to our new book just 
issued and containing over 


ONE HUNDRED 
UP-TO-DATE 
HOUSE PLANS 


THE TITLE OF THIS BOOK IS 


GEORGE PALLISER’S 
MODERN BUILDINGS 


A new up-to-date book, containing over one hundred plans, all new (1902), of houses ranging in cost 
from $500 to $20,000 ; also plans of Public Library Buildings, Summer Hotels, Stables, Public Halls, 


rls osteactn ating tpeaersrs iaee awwwasentecacee: || | Special Combination Offer for Den Work 


valuable to everyone thinking of building, by reason of their having been, with very 
planned in the avery course of a busy architect’s practice during the last few years, and built in 
various parts of the country within the prices given. : : . : 
Full description accompanies each plate, geet sizes, height of stories, how built and finished, and an We will send prepaid to any address in the Unite i 
improvements contained, thus giving information of very great value to everyone contemplating build- States, upon receipt of Two Dollars, the following 
ing, as the plans and designs embody the best thought and most careful study of those erecting them, Address } tiful ighted pictu m 
giving real results as to cost and a guide that is safe to follow. These designs and plans have, there- utitul copyrig pictures : 
tore, a value that can be fully appreciated for their practical utility, and stand alone as real examples Picture Department, Three delicately tinted reproductions of Stanlaws’s beautiful wate’ - 
of how some people’s homes are eae and what pan: Nn leek eo Jud Co 1 on Gus bout 15 x 8: four of & we's pen-enc- 
lo those wanting homes or selling home-sites, members of building associations, companies, m 5 paintings, paper, ° tanla ~ le 
real-estate men, those having land to improve, carpenters and builders, and everyone interested or se pany ink studies, heavy coated paper, 14 1-4 x 10 1-2, suitable for framing ; fou: 
who ever hopes to own a home, these designs are invaluable and will ve of very great value to 225 Fourth Ave., of James Montgomery Flagg’s American Girl Series, sepia tints on heav: 
them. It contains 115 large pages, size 11 x 14 inches. Price, bound in vy paper cover, sent by plate paper, 11 3-4 x 9 1-2; three groups of Flagg’s miniatures, printe’ 
mail, postpaid, $1.00. Bound in cloth, $2.00. Sent by mail, postpaid, to any address on receipt of New York. on fine card-board—one two-head, one three-head and one four-hea 
price. A all orders with remittances to group ; and four Motto Cards, with small cut in upper left-hand corner. 
JUDGE COMPANY, 225 Fourth Avenue, New York 2 suitable for illuminating or as gift cards, printed on heavy board, 7 1-2 x‘ 
If colored by hand, they will make beautiful gifts. 


Remit by money order or check—don’t send currency. 
— 
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Lea & Perrins’ ‘ 
Sauce 


THE ORIGINAL WORCESTERSHIRE 


The Peerless 
Seasoning 


This bottle with the 
label bearing the 
signature, 
Lea & Perrins, is 
familiar to the pub- 
lic, having been on 
the market for more 
than seventy 
years. As a sea- 
soning it improves 
more dishes than 
any other relish ever 
offered to the public. 
Soups, Fish, Meats, 
Game, Salads, etc., 
are made delicious 
by its proper use. 
LEA&PERRINS’ 
SAUCE 
adds enjoyment to 
every dinner. 


Jobn Duncan's Sons, Agents, 
New York. 











The Prettiest’ Auto Picture Out 





*JILTED* 


"I could be happy with either, 
Were ‘tother dear charmer away.” 


We will send this handsome picture, 
beautifully printed in sepia on heavy coat- 
“no for framing, size 10 7-8 
x 13 7-8, securely packed, to any address 
in the United States upon receipt of price, 


TWENTY-FIVE CENTS 


Address J Company, 225 Fourth 
Avenue, New York. 














A BIG BUNDLE OF BOOKS. 


Send one dollar and we will forward you a generous 
supply of back numbers of Lasiin’s WeekLy—a most 
appetizing mental dinner—with an ample and appetizing 
dessert of JupGas and other light reading. A nice 
present for your country friends, a royal feast for your- 
sel!, or aregular bonanza for the children on a rainy day. 

We will also send a s0-cent bundle or a 25-cent bundle 
upon receipt of remittance. Address Judge Company, 
225 Fourth Avenue, New York. 


BLOOD POISON 


FOR MORE THAN TWENTY YEARS 
we have made the cure of Blood Poison a 
specialty. Bleed Poison Permanently Cured. 
‘ou can be treated at home under same guar- 
ity. Capital $500,000. We solicit the 
obstinate cases. If you have exhausted the old 
methods of treatment and still have aches 


Throat, Pimples, Copper-Colored Spots, Ulcers 


on any part of the Hair or Eyebrows 
pling ot, write for proofs of cures. 10o-page 


COOK REMEDY Co. 


1480 MASONIC TEMPLE, Chicago, Iil., U. S. A. 

















TEALESS TEA. 





; © 
Both were devoid of either taste or Drug Using 
smell, and for some reason both were 
inordinately fond of tea. e A scientific remed i 
One morning they had each drank va a Uu | is skilfully and tenn ii Ale 
eight cups, when suddenly, as Jowett rose a aad medical specialists for the past 25 calae 


from his table, he exclaimed, 
“Good gracious! I forgot to put the At the following Keeley institutes: 


The late Augustus Hare was fond of e 
| relating an amusing incident which illus- for Liquor and 
trated the absent-mindedness of his cousin, T H F awe ' . 
Dean Stanley, and Dr. Jowett. —— C C e\ 
® 








tea in!” Birmingham, Ala. bya Le Portland, Me. White Piains, N. Y. Harrisburg, Pa. 
Neither had noticed the omission as a ca a4 Dwight, Til ay oy a Columbus, 0. Pittsbarg, Pa. 
they sipped their favorite beverage.— 1190 Market 84 Marien , Ind. 2403 Locust St. Sons & Rennteam dtm, 4966 Vith Ave, 
Exch Plainfield, Ind. North Conway, N. H. Philadelphia, Pa. Providenee, R. I. 
archange. West Haven, Conn. Des Moines, Ia. Buffalo, N. Y. 812 N. Broad St. Salt Lake City, Utah 











225 FOURTH AVENUE, COR. 19TH STREET 
NEW YORK 


Fiftieth Anniversary 


of America’s Oldest and 
& Best Illustrated Paper 


Established December 14th, 1855 








AHE first number of Lestir’s Weerxty was published 
December 14th, 1855, by the late Frank Leslie, and 
it is the intention of the publishers to fittingly cele- 
brate the Ha/f-Century Mark by a handsome double 


number, combining the 


Christmas and Semi-Centennial Numbers 














in one issue, under the date of December 14th, 1905. 
It is a matter of great pride to the publishers that 


Lesuiz’s Wrexty—the pioneer of illustrated journal- 





ism—is to-day more prosperous than at any time since 
its foundation, and is recognized by the entire world as the most 
progressive and dest illustrated newspaper published. 

We earnestly request the co-operation of our friends to make 
our Semi-Centennial number the best ever published. It will be an 
issue that will be kept for many years. We can recommend this 
number to all advertisers. Copy should be in our hands by 
November 15th at the latest. We want you represented. 


WILLIAM L. MILLER, Advertising Manager 
225 Fourth Avenue, New York 


Western Representative Eastern Representative 
CHAS. B. NICHOLS J. FRANK STONE 
1313 Hartford Building 25 Journal Building 


Chicago The only LESLIE publication. Boston 























“WT hat’s up? what’s up? the bad ones said, 
si He locks as if Hed lost his head” 


PALy equilibrium | have lost 


Find must regain at an 
‘IDhey left him groping on the ground 
He soon his equilibrium found. 


cost? 

















COPYRIGHT 1904 BY JUDGE COMPANY PUBLISHERS, 226 FOURTH AVE NEW YORK 


Sy? Ong as 1 dont 
neither sizzle 
nor friz. 
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“ZIM’'S”" RHYMES FOR LITTLE FOLKS 








